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)ar \ k boon L e (m foueraign e) for my feuice don, ' 
tn. I pray thee peace my louleis full of forrovv ' 

‘ ?Cr h W1 r n0t v nrC VnlCflb yOUr hi S haefl e grant ' 
£'*• Then fteakeat once, what is it thou demandefl V 

J ?* r ' 1 heio / eiC ( s °WKMge) of my feruants life ' ? 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending on the Duke oiNorjfolke , 

A An „ ? 1 r lon S ue to dome my brothers death 
And flia J thefame guie pardon to a flaue , 

My Brother flew no man, his fault was nought, 

And yet ins pumfliment was cruell death? 

^ ho fucd to ipefor him? who in. my ra^e 
IineeJd at my feete,and bad me be ad uifd°e ? 

\\ hofpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore fqule did forfake 
eighty an d did fight forme? 

Who told me m the held at Tewxbury , 

When Oxford had me dovvne herefeued me. 

And lay d de are brother hue and be a Kin* > 

Who told me when we both lay in, the field 
Frozen a Imoft to dcat^bow he lapt me ’ 

linen his ovvne arrnes, and gauc himfelfe 
a 11 naice ^ lothenumbecold nidit ? 

SinfiiH remembrance bcuufh, wrath 

SinfuHy pluck, and not a. man of you 

Had fo much grace toput rt inmy minde. 
but when yotir carters or your way tine vaifaiks 
Haue done a drunken flaughter, and defac’d 

The precious Image of ourdeaeeft Redeemer 
You flaight are on your knees for pardon, pardon 
And I vxuuftly too,muft-rant it you, F 
But for my brother not a man would fpeake 
Nor I (vngracrousj) fpeake vnto my felfe, 

Forhirn poore joule: the proudeit one you all 
aue beene beholding to him in his life, 

OhTolr ? / 0U T U - d 0ncc ^ «*' his life : 

Oh God, I fearethy mflice will take hold 

n mc^nd yco^and mine 5 and yours for this r f > 

C«,e teipe me » my cl,fe j0h ^ 

Clo » 




U^i^be^Thlrl. 

. •K 

Gl«> This is the fruit of rawneffe ■ fnarke you noc 
How that the guilty kindred of the Oueene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death • 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort with our company* Exeunt* 

Enter Dutches of YorkejPttb Clarence Children. 

Bov. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

But. No Boy* ( brea ^ ^ 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And cry. Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne f 
Girle. Why doe youlooke on vsand {hake your heaa r 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes, cattawaies. 

If that our noble Father be aliue ? 

But. My pritty Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the ficknelfe of the King : 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead ’ 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft^ 

^.Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncleis too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whom! will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that eftedfi 
X>»f -Peace Children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallow inocents. 

You cannot gefle who caufed your Fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Glocetter* 
Told me , the King prouoked by the flueene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my cheehes. - 
And bad me relie on him as one my Father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his'Cbilde. 

But. Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle lhapes 3 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my fhame : 

Y et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
foy. Thinke youmy Yncle did diflemble, Granam ? 

Dut.' I Boy? 

I cannot thinke it, harke, what noyfe is this ? 

E Enter 
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